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daughter of Cadmus, Ino of the slim ankles, who was once a
woman speaking like ourselves, but now lives in the salt depths
of the sea, and, as Leucothoe, has been acknowledged by the
gods. She took pity on the forlorn and woebegone Odysseus,
rose from the water like a sea-mew on the wing, and settled on
his boat.

(Poor man,' she said to him,' why is Poseidon so enraged with
you that he sows nothing but disasters in your path? At any rate
he shall not kill you, however hard he tries. Now do exactly
what I say, like the sensible man you seem to be. Take off those
. clothes, leave your boat for the winds to play with, and swim
for your life to the Phaeacian coast, where deliverance awaits
you. Here; take this veil and wind it round your waist. With its
divine protection you need not be afraid of injury or death. But
directly you touch the dry land with your hands, undo the veil
and throw it far out from shore into the wine-dark sea; and as
you do so turn your eyes away/

As she spoke the goddess gave him the veil, and then like a
mew she dived back into the turbulent sea and the dark waters
swallowed her up. Stalwart Odysseus was left in perplexity and
distress, and once more took counsel with his indomitable soul,
asking himself with a groan whether tills advice to abandon his
boat was not some new snare that one of the immortals had set
to catch him.

' No,' he decided;(I will not leave the boat at once, for I saw
with my own eyes how far the land is where she promised me
salvation. Instead, I shall do what I myself think best. As long as
the joints of my planks hold fast, I shall stay where I am and put
up with the discomfort. But when the seas break up my boat,
I'll swim for it, since, as far as I can see, there will be no better
plan.*

As Odysseus was turning this over in his mind, Poseidon the
Earthshaker sent him another monster wave. Grim and men-
acing it curled above his head, then hurtled down and scattered
the long timbers of his boat, as a boisterous wind will tumble a
parched heap of chaff and scatter it in all directions. Odysseus